
The Hi. fiorieof 

Ran fearefully among the trembling rcedes, 

And hid his crifpe-headin thehollow banke, 

Bloud (Lined with thcle valiant combatants, 

Neuer did bare and rotten policy 

Colour her working with fuch deadly wounds, 

Norneuer could the noble Mortimer 
Rccciue fo many,and all willingly* 

Then let not him be flandcrcd with reuolt. 

King. Thou doeft bely him Percy, thou doeft bely biro. 
He neuer did encounter with Glendowev: 

3 tell thee he durft as well hauc met the diucll alone, 
AsOvvenGlendowcr for an cnemie. 

Art thou notafham’d? but (lira, henceforth 
Let me not heare you fpcake of Mortimer: 

Send me your prifoncrs with the fpeedicft mcanes, 

Or you fliall heare in foch a kinde from me 
As will difpleafe you. My Lord Northumberland, 
Welicenccyourdeparture with your fonne, 

Send vs your prifoners,or you will heare of if. Ixil King. 

Hot. And if the diucll come and rore for them, 

I will not fend them: l will after flraight 
And tell him fo, for I will eafe my heart, 

Albeit 1 make a hazard of my head. 

North. What?drunke with cholcr? (lay and paufe a while. 
Here comes your V nclc. Inter War. 

Hot. Speake of Mortimer. 

Zounds I will fpcake of himtand let my foulc 
Want mercicjif I do not ioync with him: 

Y ea,cn his part lie emptie all thefc veines. 

And fhend my dcarc bloud, drop by drop in the dull. 

But I will lift the downe trod Mortimer 
As high in the avre as this vnthankfuil King, 

As this ingrate and cantered Bullingbrooke. 

North. Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad, 

IVor. W ho Brooke this hcate vp after I was gone? 

Hot, He will forfooth haue all my prifoners, 

And when I vrg'd the ranfome once againc < 

Of my wiucs brother, then his chceke lookt pale, 
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Henry the fourth. 

And on my face he turn’d an eie of death. 

Trembling eoen at the name of Mortimer. 

jVor. 1 cannot blame him, was not he proclaim® 

Bv Richard that dead is, the next ofbloud? 

"North. He was, I heard the proclamation: 

And then it was, when the vnhappy King, 

( Whofc wrongs in vs God par don)did fet forth 
Vpon his Infh expedition; 

From whence he intercepted, did rcturnc 
To be depos’d, and Aiortly murdered. 

Wor. And for whole death, we in the worlds wide mouth 
Liucfcandaliz’d and fouly fpoken off. 

Hot. But foft I pray you, did King Richard then 
Prodaime my brother Mortimer 
Heirc to the crowned 

Horth. He did, my fclfe did heare it. 

Hot . Nay, then I cannot blame his coofen King,, 

That wilht him on the barren mountaines (tame. 

But fliall it be that you that fet the crownc 
Vpon the head of this forgetfull man. 

And for his foke weare the detefled blot 
Of murtherous fubornation?AiaIl it be 
Thatyoua world of curfes vndergo. 

Being the agents, or bafefecond mcanes. 

The cordes,the ladder, or the hangman rather? 

O pardon me, that I defeend (blow, 

To fliew the line and the predicament, 

Wherein you range vnder this fubtil King. 

Shall it for fliame be fpoken in thefe daiev 
Or fill vp chronicles in time to come. 

That men ofybarnobifitie and power 

Did gage them both in an vniuft behalfe, 's 

(As both of you God pardon it, hauedone) 

Toput downe Richard that fwcetc lonely Rofc, 

And plant this thorne, this canker Bullingbrooke? 

And fhall it in more fliame be further fnokrn, 

Th u you arc fool'd, difo-rded, and fliooke off 
By him, for whom thefc lhames ye vnderwent? 






